paying, do you, honey ?" he asked. tcYou realize Fve
only got four pounds a week, and Fve got my little ones
to feed. I can't take the bread out of their innocent
mouths." A wave of repulsion swept across me, and
I paid for both the tickets.
Dirty milk-bottles littered the shelves and tables
of his two-storey home. The brass was unpolished, the
floors had obviously been given no more than a hasty
sweep for weeks. Stale crumbs were working" their
way into the entrails of the one comfortable chair, and
the windows were streaked with grime. When you
saw his wife you asked yourself whether she was
attractive or whether she merely might have been five
years ago. She had a strident, music-hall look. There
were grease-spots on her dress, her hair straggled in
wisps over her ears, and her hard blue-grey eyes pro-
claimed that she too thought of herself as a martyr. I
watched her put the children to bed. She gave them
fish and chips, without plates, on the blankets, and cheap
broken biscuits, with brightly coloured boiled sweets to
suck themselves to sleep. "Haven't you ever wanted to
get out of this locality, dearest," I heard Jack ask her,
''with the tramlines and the smoke, and take a little
cottage in the country where we can bring up our dear
ones ?'* "Bilge! Fm quite content as I am," was all she
answered. "Anyway," she went on, "Fm the worker
here. There's no need for you to bring your fine
lady friends down to moan about how we live and
patronize us."
That, he told me as he took me back to the tram,
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